
ThcTragedic 

gu, *A las poorcfoule,l enuie not thy glory, 

To fecde my humor, wifli thy felfe no harmc. 

< - Dut. C/lo. No, when he that is my husband naw. 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarfe the blood was well wafht from his hands. 
Which ilTued from my other angell husband, 

^nd that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
0,when 1 fay, I lookt on Richards face, 

This was my wi!h,bethou quoth I accurft, 

For making inc fo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,lct forrow haunt thy bed, 

^nd be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 
tsis thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curfeagaine, 

Eucn info fhorta fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiuc to his h©ny words, 
exfnd prou’d the fubieftsof my owne foules curfe. 

Which eueriince hath kept mine eyes from fleepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

Bnt haue bene waked by histimerous dreames, 

Eefides,he hates me for my father Warmcke, 

And will fliortly be rid of me. 

Jjhf. >41as poorcfoule,lpittie thy complaints. 
Dut.Glo.No more then from nay foulcl mournc for yours 
^w.Farewelfthou woefull wekomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foulc, thou takft thy leaue of it. 
Dttt.Tor.Go thou to Richmond, & goodfortunc guide thee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to faneftuarie, good thoughts poifeirethee, 

Ito my graue where peaceandreft liewithme, 

JKightie old yearcs offoreovv haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wraskt with a wceke of teene. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crovened^ucking- 
ham , Catesby,mth other Nobles. 
_K7»g.Standall apart.Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 
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of Richard the Third. 

Thus high by thy aduice 

And thy afliftance is I < mgRtchardCcated t 

gut fliall wee weare thefe honours for a day? 

Qt (hall they laft, and we icioycein them i 
.gjw.Stillltuc they, and for euer may they laft. 

Ktn.Ri.O Buckingham, now I doe play the touch, 

Totrie if thou be currant gold indeed i 

A’ong Edward. liues ; thinkenow what I would fay. 

Buc.S ay on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham,! fay I would be King. 

But. Why foyou are my thrice renowned Liege, 
Kin.Ha : am I King ? tis fo, but Edtrardliues. 

True noble Prince. 

Kin.O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftill lhould liue true noble Prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull .*•• 

Shall I be plaine ? I wifli the baftardsdead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou7fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc , Your grace may do your pleafure. 

JC*»£.Tut,tut, thou art albyce, thy kindneftefreezeth. 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fliall die ? 

Buc.Gmz me fome breath,forne little paufe my Lord 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

1 will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Ctf.TheKing is angry/ee,he bites thelip. 

Ktng. I will conuerfe with iron witted fooles, 

And vnrefpedliue boyes,none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confldcrate eyes .* 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpetft. 

"Boy. Lord. 

King. K nowft thou not any whonie corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy , My £ord,I know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his baughtiemindc 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tjsmpt him, to any thing 
King. What is his name i 
S«;.Hist^uieniyZ,qrd, is Terrill 




